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Summary 


Unexpectedly, Ichigo finds herself being called down to the principal’s office. It has been two 
weeks since she and Zero Two have made up since their fight, and actions have 
consequences. 


In this case, VERY unexpected ones... 


Notes 


My first Heartverse story that is set post-A Hole in the Heart. You know the drill — if you 
haven’t read that story (especially the main plot with Hiro, Zero Two, and Ichigo), things 
won’t make sense here. 


Small content disclaimer: This story discusses past bullying and harassment. If you feel 
uncomfortable with these topics, don’t read this story. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


“Attention. I wish to speak to Ichigo Tanaka in my office. I repeat, Ichigo Tanaka is to go 
to my office. That is all.” 


The named student was seated at her desk during the English lesson, which was the last 
lesson she would be taught on that day. The adolescent with the blue hair never thought for 
one second that the academy’s principal would be addressing her over the speaker system, 
making her wonder why Frank wanted to talk to her in person. Ichigo sat for a few seconds, a 
surprised look on her face, when Zero Two—who was seated right next to her on her left— 
leaned over. 


“That’s you, you know.” 


The other students, as well as the teacher, all looked directly at her. She could hear the quiet 
whispering of other students talking about her, so she decided to stand up and follow the 
instructions she was given. 


“Your bag will be safe with me,” Zero Two added as Ichigo left the room. 


The walk from the room she was previously in to the one she sought would only last half a 
minute at most. Ichigo had a feeling she knew what Frank was going to speak to her about; 
she automatically knew she was not going to be scolded for anything, but what she predicted 
would happen next was still not an event she wished to be involved in. 


She had reached the wooden door that read PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE upon it in a gold 
metallic plaque and knocked twice. 


“Enter.” 


After hearing the response, she slowly opened the door and gradually walked in to the yellow 
room. Frank was seated at his desk and looked straight at the meek student. 


“Ichigo, have a seat please.” 

The bushy-bearded man gestured with his eyes at the metal chair with the blue cushion built 
into it, which she sat upon without even looking up at the figure of authority, her head held 
low. 

“Good afternoon,” he began. 


“You too, sir.” She decided to raise her head and look at him. 


“You’ve recovered well since I saw you last a few weeks ago,” Frank remarked. “It’s good to 
see you’re properly on your feet again and don’t require any assistance.” 


“T only needed those crutches for a few days, sir.” 


“Good for you,” he nodded back. “So...” He paused slightly; his hands clasped together as he 
leant back slightly on his chair. “How have things been recently?” 


“Fine.” There was a slight pause before Ichigo replied. A silence followed after. 
“Just fine?” Frank enquired. “Nothing of interest? Nothing with your friends or your family?” 


“Well, myself and the rest of my friends have made peace with and befriended Zero—uh, 
Hana.” She cut herself off from using the nickname. 


“I am fine with you using her other name. I will refer to her by that one as well myself.” 
Ichigo gave a tiny nervous chuckle. 


“So, we’ve made friends with Zero Two. There’s... nothing else I can really say in relation to 
that.” 


“Right.” 


There was another silence, this time being longer than before. Ichigo had turned her head 
away to look out the nearby window. Outside was a tall tree that had easily been present for 
over a decade, if not two. She saw two birds hopping upon a thick branch, where they had 
built a nest. 


“Anything else?” 
Her attention was brought back to the principal. She almost hesitated with her response. 
“No, sir.” 


A short silence followed, but was soon broken by the creaking of Frank’s chair as he leaned 
forward. He raised his clasped-together hands and rested his chin upon them. 


“Your friend Goro spoke to me earlier.” 


A horrified look appeared on Ichigo’s face. Just as she had speculated on the way to the 
room, she knew what was going to be discussed. Frank opened a drawer on his desk and 
pulled out a large amount of paper, which he placed in front of himself and Ichigo. 


“He saw you bin all of these after they’d been stuffed into your locker by other students.” 


Ichigo looked on at the pieces of paper, all of which contained pictures of different animals 
from the internet- all of which were various types of pets—which also had writing inscribed 
on them by hand. 


These were the rabbits you boiled alive, read one message. Bunny boiler, read another. 


Bitchigo boiled Hiro’s bunny, read a third one. You’d kill this dog for Hiro’s love, mocked a 
message in red ink. There were many more messages of a dark nature despite the serene 
images that accompanied them. 


“He also reported that you were not just being harassed by another student, but alleges that 
there could be more students doing the exact same thing.” 


The same shocked expression remained on Ichigo’s face. The truth was out and she was 
being questioned about it to her dismay. 


“He said that, with the case he witnessed, you were spat at and maliciously named. When he 
asked you about it, you just shrugged it off like it was nothing, yet you still looked hurt.” 


There was a sinking feeling in her chest, her worries manifesting as Frank addressed her 
problems. She did not wish to be in this situation, but knew she had to face reality and accept 
she was going to have to explain what had happened. 


“Ichigo, I think we both know why this is happening. When did this start?” 


Other than her worry, Ichigo felt shame and guilt. She lowered her head, looking into her lap, 
where she had rested her hands and proceed to clench her fists on the material of her skirt. 


“Tt started a couple of days after I came back following my injury.” 
“And that was, of course, a fortnight ago,” Frank observed. 


“At first, it was just name-calling. A lot of students, regardless of whether they were in my 
same year group or not, started calling me things like Bitchigo, Ichiwhore and other similar- 
sounding things. Then people would throw things at me. Paper. Food. Stones.” 


As her story progressed, Ichigo became increasingly upset. Frank could see the tears forming 
in her eyes, so he pushed the tissue box on his desk closer to where she was. She never 
removed one, even when she began to start snivelling. 


“In the last few days... all the people bothering me kept telling me I should be dead for 
suddenly acting so... different than normal.” 


Her tears began to fall, so she removed a tissue from the box and tried drying her eyes. Frank 
presented the plastic bin for her to throw her tissues into after she had used them by briefly 
standing up and sliding it next to her. 


“You should have come to me, let alone your teachers, sooner. I know exactly why you’ve 
been keeping quiet about this harassment.” 


“You...” She sniffed, attempting to wipe away more tears. “You do?” 
“You believe you deserve this, don’t you?” 


Ichigo let in a small gasp, but this was not from her sadness. It was genuine surprise. She 
knew Frank had studied numerous psychological studies in the past, which contributed 
towards his doctorate and PhD, but had forgotten he would sometimes apply it to his work in 
Franxx Academy. 


“Y-Yes,” she quietly replied in a shaky manner. “I should never have decided to trick Zero 
Two and—” 


“Ms. Tanaka, it does not matter what led to you being bullied in the first place.” Frank 
quickly interrupted her in a firm tone. “Much like how one prisoner will gang up on another 
prisoner who has committed a worse crime, they have no right to do so, and neither do the 
students who are bothering you. You should not be shrugging off this torture you have been 
experiencing.” 


“But...” Like before, she was shaky. More tears appeared in her eyes and rolled down her 
face. “I know Hiro, Zero Two, and all of my friends forgive me, but I can’t forgive myself. I 
can’t move on from it. I sometimes even think about what if I did something wrong or even 
Hiro never showed up sooner that night. What if I killed her, even by accident?” 


“The best thing you can do is seek support from your friends and family,” Frank told her. “I 
assume your parents are never too busy and have the time to speak to you?” 


“Yes, sir.” 


“The same with your friends. Sure, they’ll think you’re raking up the past, but they want you, 
like the rest of them, to be happy and will do what they can to make that happen. Believe me, 
the staff have all observed your ‘Squad 13’, as Zero Two called it, during your time here and 
we know there is nothing that will properly end your relationships with them. If anything, 
Goro was really worried about you when he told me of this.” 


“Yeah.” Ichigo cleared her throat and tossed her last tissue in the bin. “That sounds like him.” 


“He deserves the biggest thanks when you speak to him next.” Frank pointed at her as he 
spoke. She nodded to acknowledge his words. “Now, to get down to business, I want you to 
identify the culprits. Firstly, who was the one he saw bothering you earlier? I never asked him 
for details, but he said he knew they were in the year above you.” 


“T-I only know his first name.” While not happy and cheerful, Ichigo’s sad mood had left her. 
“T know it’s Mark and he once knew Zero Two from elementary school. He did most of the 
bullying.” 


“If I was to show you photos of the students in the year above you, could you identify him, 
let alone your other harassers?” 


“Yes, sir.” 


Using a folder which documented photographs of all the students at the academy, Ichigo was 
able to identify for Frank who the students that had been bothering her were. Once they had 
all been recognised—eight in all—he sent her back to her class and promised he would be 
providing them with very strong words for their behaviour. 


Less than an hour later, the school day had ended. Just like with the other hundreds of 
students, Ichigo was ready to make her walk home with her friends. After tending to any 
matters in her locker, she navigated herself out of the front of the building, where she soon 
met up with The Squad, none of them being absent. 


“We heard your name on the speaker system,” Kokoro noted. “Has something happened?” 


“Yes,” the short girl replied. She felt ashamed for not telling her friends the truth and how 
they would probably respond. “But it should be fixed now.” 


“So, what was it?” Hiro asked her. 

“I...” She hesitated through shame. “I was being bullied.” 

“Bullied?” Miku was surprised. 

“Yes,” Ichigo nodded quietly. “It had been happening... for the past few weeks.” 


“If only we knew,” Ikuno remarked with guilt, making Zero Two remark angrily “damn right! 
Tell me who was bothering you and Ill give them a piece of my mind!” 


“That won’t be necessary, Zero Two.” Ichigo quickly calmed her down, her hands out in 
defence. “Principal Frank said he’ll have it under control.” 


“What were they doing?” Futoshi asked her, surprise still in his tone. 
“Calling me names, sticking things in my locker, throwing things at me... and death threats.” 
Everyone gasped, their eyes widening as well. 


“Death threats?!” Hiro was appalled. “Why didn’t you say anything? You know we’re here 
for each other.” 


“The truth is...” Ichigo’s own guilt was apparent, as she held her head low again. “I still feel 
bad about what happened a few weeks ago. I know all of you can forgive me, but I still can’t 
forgive myself.” 


“Then why did you let it happen?” Mitsuru enquired. He was composed, but there was 
confusion in his voice. “Were they bullying you because of what happened?” 


“News had spread of what I did to Zero Two.” 


“But why would they defend me?” The girl with the pink hair was surprised. “No one liked 
me because of all that stupid crap I used to do.” 


“One claimed to know you.” Ichigo decided to look up again, this time facing Zero Two. “His 
name is Mark.” 


“Mark?” She repeated the name. “Tall guy? Grey-blonde hair?” 
Ichigo nodded back. 


“He was the quiet one back in elementary school. I tried being friends with him, but then he 
stood up to me one day and was no longer the spineless coward he used to be. I guess he did 
what he did to you as a way of showing he had standards.” 


“Look, we’re here for you,” Naomi reminded her short friend. “We’ll make sure you’ ll be 
able to forgive yourself, even if it takes years to do so.” 


“Plus, who cares you went a little bit psycho?” Zorome shrugged. “At least you know you 
messed up. Better you did that than you didn’t.” 


“To be honest, she doesn’t have my sympathy.” Miku folded her arms, a scowl growing on 
her face. “If you ask me, it’s your own fault. You’ve always been obsessive about things and 
practically fawned over Hiro. You were a borderline bunny boiler, if you ask me.” 


“That’s actually one of the things people were calling me,” Ichigo noted. “That, and among 
other things, Bitchigo.” 


“Bitchigo?” Zero Two seemed surprised. “That explains the graffiti I saw in the girls' toilets.” 


“No matter what, this’ Il all be behind you now,” Hiro reminded the teenager with the blue 
hair. “At least you told Principal Frank about it and he’s dealing with it.” 


Ichigo was finally able to give a small smile. She then faced Goro, who had never spoken the 
entire time. 


“T suppose you deserve the biggest thanks here.” She walked up to the tall teenager with 
glasses. “If it wasn’t for you telling Principal Frank about this, I’d never have said anything.” 


“Well, I couldn’t just stand there and let you get picked on like that.” While he was 
sympathetic, he seemed stern as evident by his more firm tone. “No one deserves that kind of 
treatment.” 


“Oh, and Goro?” 
“Yes?” 


She flicked her finger at him, indicating she wanted him to lower himself to her height. He 
did so, only to be surprised at the kiss on his cheek he received. He was not the only one 
surprised at what had happened, as were the rest of their friends. Ikuno appeared especially 
jealous. 


“Why don’t you do that to me, darling?” Zero Two asked Hiro. ““We’ve never even kissed 
since we got to know each other!” 


End Notes 


This story was very meta and is perhaps as political as I’ll ever get. Although, I confess this 
story would’ve been more relevant back in April of 2018. 


When I first watched DarliFra (in May 2020) and watched the dreaded Episode 14, my blood 
boiled at how incoherent the story became. I went to bed that night jokingly calling Ichigo 
Bitchigo, and when I decided to Google the word, it turns out that was what the fandom had 
nicknamed her. 


And they sent death threats to the production team and (supposedly) her voice actress too. 


I felt sick to my stomach. Making jokes about a character you disagree with is one thing, but 
death threats? How is our species so petty? Not one second did I think of doing that. There’s 
no logic to it. 


Now, you’re probably thinking “yeah, but you demonised her back in A Hole in the Heart”, 
to which I say “not entirely true”. As I noted in that story, she was ambiguous with her 
actions; she was in the wrong, but it’s up to you, the reader, to decide whether she was a 
misguided antihero at best or an anti-villain at worst. 


(Admittedly, Ichigo isn’t the worst character in DarliFra. That title goes to Miku. Seriously, 
she served no role in the plot, whereas all the other characters did. The closest she ever had to 
a storyline was Episode 8 which, in my own (unpopular) opinion, wasn’t one of the best 
episodes as it felt out of place to me. She was an unlikable tsundere, whereas Zorome was a 
likable one) 


Also, take note on how Miku likened Ichigo to a bunny boiler back in my third Heartverse 
story Old (But Not Old-fashioned). Interesting how the bullies picked up upon it, isn't it? 


Please leaves kudos and comments if you enjoyed this story! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


